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THE MASTER’S TOUCH
- /"By Frank Filson.

“Selt, you make me tired! said
Bitteltman, Jeaslhg bick In' His gwivel
chinly Defore Wil deskc In the m
botss offfoes and cxhaling a
of fra t amoke,
tired, . Clongh.”

“But the girl is a gepjus™ ex-
claimved his wealthy patron exelledly
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“You mmake ‘me |-
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i . And she's all alone In
s world and—"
“HEnough!” shouted the irascible
Bittelman, springing to his feeil
“Now Hsten, Mr. Clough. If I'm to
matn - director of the opera house
fdont Hsten to any more penniless
g8 and tell them theyTe no
and can't play no better than &
psets my digestion and

erogs. Now, if you get
ot at Crossways Hall
¥ and Lhemcdtirs say.
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yleld. He knew that |




